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spontaneous ones—that proved to him that at the bottom of her
heart she loved Uryen still.
"This is getting beyond me/' thought our friend. "Can a
woman love two men ? And does she know what our relation-
ship is?" On and on ran the stream of Nancy's voice. Every
now and then she would give little curious indrawn gasps for
breath; but all the time she leaned lower and lower over him,
not touching him any more, but causing him to feel the tense-
ness of her nerves even more than when she was touching him.
He decided that this thing must stop. He must get up some-
how from this fatal chair. If her feelings were hurt, well, there
it was!
Then a cruel inspiration came to him. "I know, my dear!"
he said coldly, pushing her gently aside and rising to his feet,
"/ know, you've gone through hell in one way and another—
but you're not the only one. You're not the first, my dear, and
you won't be the last. Do you remember how we met at those
graves, and how you told me about your boy's death ?"
They were standing facing each other now, and they both
could hear Wizzie's voice calling down from the top of the
stairs in reply to something that Jenny was saying to her from
outside the dining-room door.
And Dud wished, then, to the depths of his contrarious soul
that he had used any method, rather than that one, to end this
wretched scene. The workings of the woman's face, as she
took in his word about her son, were harrowing to watch. It
was as if, instead of her human blood recovering its circulation
after being frozen to death, all the fiery impulses of her being had
been smitten at full beat by the descent on them of an avalanche
of ice.
"Nance dear, my Nance!" he cried, laying his hand on her
sleeve. He felt at the moment how ironic it was that he should
be the one now to be doing this, but he spoke earnestly and with
full sincerity. "If only your boy were alive," he said, "I'd
show him what friends you and I are now. We're bound to-
gether now for life, my dear. I felt we were when we first
met. I had a presentiment; and now I know it. Don't 'ee be too
sad, dear heart! What Jenny said of us isn't true; but some-
thing better is true. I know you, Nance, for what you are, and
you shall know me. This love-business passes away anyhow,
Nance, We can begin where most couples leave off. We first

